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situated, with no one to be kind to' him, with no one to sympathise with his thoughts, and perhaps at the very mo-ment goaded into some unhappy quarrel with his mother.
CHAPTER IX.
THE appearance of the Cadurcis family on the limited stage of her life, and the engrossing society of her companion, had entirely distracted the thoughts of Yenetia from a subject to which in old days they were constantly recurring, and that was her father.    By a process which had often perplexed  her,  and  which  she  could  never  succeed  in analysing, there had arisen in her mind, without any ostensible agency on the part of her mother which she could distinctly recall, a conviction that this was a topic on which she was never to speak.    This idea had once haunted her, and she had seldom found herself alone without almost unconsciously musing over it.    Notwithstanding the unvarying kindness of Lady Annabel, she exercised over her child a complete and unquestioned control.    Venetia was brought up with strictness, which was only not felt to be severe, because the system was founded 011 the most entire affection, but, fervent as her love was for her mother, it was equalled by her profound respect, which every word and action of Lady Annabel tended to maintain.
In all the confidential effusions with Plantagenet, Yenetia had never dwelt upon this mysterious subject; indeed, in these conversations, when they treated of their real and not ideal life, Yenetia was a mere recipient: all that she could communicate, Plantagenet could observe; he it was who avenged himself at these moments for his habitual silence before third persons ; it was to Yenetia that he poured forth all his soul, and she was never weary of hearing his stories about Morpeth, and all his sorrows, disgusts, and afflictions. There was scarcely an individual in that little town with whom, from his lively narratives, she was not familiar; and it was to her sympathising heart that he confided all hia